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twice removed—not in the Platonic sense that implies a
diminution of reality, but in the sense of a reality twice
changed, deeply enriched. I have said that contemplation
transforms the tumultuous emotion of joy or grief, and
makes it amenable to form. In ordinary life we find a few
words, or perhaps an image of sight or sound—a face or
a voice—in which to focus our experience; but these are
in the nature of signs, helping us to realize our contem-
plative emotion, to rest in it with as little essential change
as possible. If we are further impelled to the writing of
a poem, we may think that we are merely finding words
for an experience that remains unaltered. But this is the
common delusion about self-expression; if we are in fact
doing what we think, we are being most imperfect poets,
for we are not creating anything with a life of its own.
Instead, our poem needs to be set against, and sink into,
the background of our private and special experience, and
is indeed unworthy to be called a poem, even for ourselves
who understand it. It is rather a secret sign, pointing back
to the contemplative experience, personal and not created
through words, from which we set out. We are still but
once removed from the tumult of active life.
In the creation of a true poem, on the other hand, our
contemplative experience undergoes a vital change, until
something new is bom, as a child winning separate life.;
from its mother. In this process, die magical power of
words calls into being a new and compelling experience1
that is not dependent on the co-operation of a narrow or'
particular mind-history. Tims is the experience 'twi^
removed from-the , world of action, having a staMEty,-'
unity and clarity characteristic of art.

